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PREFACE. 


= 


Goon wine, ſays the proverb, requires no buſh ; and 

good poetry, it is ſaid by the critics, ſhould require no 
notes. But when a tavern is opened in a new fituation, 
it may be neceſſary to hang out a ſign; and when poetry 
is written upon a local ſubjeR, it may not be amiſs to ſay 
a few explanatory words by way of preface. 

This little Ballad will not, however, require much in- 
troduftion; eſpecially to thoſe who are acquainted with 
the inquiſitorial proceedings of the laſt two or three years. 
The occaſion'of it is ſimply as follows—An extract from 
a ſpeech delivered by me at a debating ſociety, having 
been printed by Eaton, in his Politics for the People, 
under the title of King Chanticleer, or the Fate of Tyranny, 
that intrepid bookſeller was, in conſequence, a third time 
indicted for ſedition, and, as the public well knows, was 
a third time acquitted. | Shortly after which, I took an 
opportunity of ſending, by 'a paſſenger in the Stamford 
ſtage, a ſmall packet of books to a brother-in-law who 
reſides in Oakham, the county-town of Rutland, contain- 
ing, among other-erticles, ſome copies of this ludicrous 
ſtory, and of the {till more ludicrous indictment to which 
it had given birth. But @ conſpiracy to intercept my 
papers had been formed by the great men of Oakham 
(particularly Mr. John Combes, attorney at law, and agent 
to Lord Winchelſea ; the Rev. Mr. Williams, who after- 
wards diſplayed the critical accuracy of his optics by 
ſwearing to my 7's and h's, in conſequence of having ſeen 
me ſign my name to the regiſter of my marriage; and 
Mr. Apothecary Berry, who ſwore he would ſell his whole 
eſtate 
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eſtate but he would hang oe !) and theſe books; by fome 
accident or other (being left at Biggleſwade, the place 
where the paſſengers ſtop to change coaches) fell into 
Combes's hand. The Oakhamites were in conſequence all 
in a flame, Nightly meetings were held at “the Crown,” 
which is the principal inn at Oakham; the houſe of my 
brother+in-law, was broke open, and rifled of papers, 
| books, letters, &c. and lawyer Combes was poſted to London 
to acquaint the EAN MAN in 2 Down ike-STREET with 
the wonderful diſcovery, x. 

Theſe particulars, gave riſe, to the following. ballad, 
which was written before the late arreſts for High Trea- 
fon. The copy being in the pocket of an old waiſtcoat, Ke 
eſcaped the general pillage ; and has therefore the for- 
tune, good or bad, Which I muſt never expect for any 
other of the manuſcripts Written before that time, of 
coming before the public. It may perhaps excite an in- 
nocent laugh at the expence of thoſe who have laboured 
fo. ridiculouſly hard to make me and my connections, 
according to the old Fe ſs * on the wrong . of 
© our mouths.“ 

With reſpe@ to the Scion of Gilpin' $ Ghoſt, intro- 
duced for the ſake of machinery, it is perhaps an act of 
juſtice due even to an enemy to declare, that it means no 
reflection upon the birth or family of Combes, about 
which 1 neither know nor care any thing whatever. Add 
to which, that I deſpiſe birth and family too much to 
make any circumſtance of chat kind an object of ſatire, 
I know no difference between legitimate and illegitimate 
—noble or ſimple—the republic of letters acknowledges 
no diſtinctions but between vice and virtue, wiſdom and 
ſtupidity. But the conceit about John Gupin having 
truck my imagination, the fabulous anecdote about Fel- 
ter Lane became indiſpenſible, to connect the i rin 
with the hiſtorical parts of the ballad, - | | 
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PART I. 


2 of Oakham, one and all, 
So valiant and ſo witty, 

Of late for treaſon all agog, 

Attend unto my ditty: 


A ditty which the bard I ween 
In pillory may rue; 

For it a /ibe] muſt be deem'd— 

| Since ev ry word is true. 


PII ſhew how Jab Gilpin's ghoſt 
His deareſt ſon awoke; _ 
And how that ſon thro? darkling air, 
Wn wond 'rous Journey, took; 


And how che Lords of Oakham's town,— 1 


All men of high degree, 
Apothecaries, men of law, 
* tha * e 
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How theſe, and ſuch like 1 men 
Aſſembled at the Crown, - | 

Leſt 8ans-Culettes, with'pop-guns arm'd, 
Should beat the Sign-poſt down. 


That Sign-poft which ſo long un Rood, 
The wonder of each lout, | 
Till . 9 
Tom Paine kick'd up a rout. 


(Since when, ah woe'! ah well-a-day ! 
How fool's:ap has abounded !) 

And crowns, and mitres eke to boot, 
And ſign-poſt Dukes confounded. 


Then wonder not, ye Oakham men, 
Nor ſcratch your heads to'kiivw 5 

Why thoſe who gaudy ſign - poſts love 
Should with Fuck fury glow. 


But nen to the ele Tl, fr? 42h 


Nor let a ward be loſt, | 
How Lawyer Combes was lately y wak's | 


By Johnny Gilpin's ghoſt. 


»Twas at the ſdlemn hour of ni; 
When all lay ſtil in bed: - 

Except the d winiſh Multitude, 

ee 


For bellies full, as Bepry knows, 
Diſpoſe us men to flecep, *. 


While raving dae ore is folund 
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*T was at that hour, when doctors grave, 
And keen attornies too, 

Their ruin'd clients, in their dreams, 
And murder'd patients view, 


When Gilpin, in his winding ſheet, | 
At Combes's feet did ſtand: 

* Awake,” he ſaid, & thou man of law !” 
And wav'd his ſhadowy hand. 


© « Ah!” wbb art thin?" the lawyer cried, 


All as che ſpeQre pale | 
« Some client, ſure, who gain'd his ſuit, 
« But died for coſts in jail ! | 


« Or ſome poor famiſh'd wretch I ween, 


« Compell'd the town to flee, | 
& Becauſe he could not ſtand a ſuit 
« Againſt my Lord and me. 


And muſt I iſſue join, ſo ſoon, 


« Before the courts above, 
From which no writ of error L 
« Can ever hope to move? 


Not ſo, my ſon,” wit ſolemm voice 
The ſpes made ey; 6 

« No tipſtaff ſtern, from heay'n diſpatch'd 
With ſpecial, capias I 


Nor yet, I ween, for thee array'd.. 4 
The winged jurors ſtand, , 

Nor God, Almighty's, Clerk in Court 
Vet hids t held up thy hand., 


But 
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« Buthhere thy loving father ſtands, || |. ' 
« Thy father all ſo kin. 

« Who rode ſo faſt through Edmonton 
« And left his wig behind. 


« That father ho, one night in cups 
To loving ſpouſe untrue, 
« Was led aſtray up Fetter-lane, 

And bleſs d the world with you. * 


« From Miſtreſs Gilpin's jealous eye 
e kept thee cloſe conceal' d; 

« And, pleas'd to fee the thriving hopes 
« Thy carly.youth:reveal'd, .. 


« put thee to a man of law, 1... (+ 
In hopes to make thee great; 

« And ſince, alike alive or dead, 
“Have watch'd thy growing ſtate. 


« And now a tale I come to tell, 
Ee If ghoſts can read aright, 

« Shall make thee dear to Billy Pitt, 
And great as Faey White: ... 


That Billy Pitt, and Joey I bite, 
« The people's joint ſalvation 

« Wha all the\cafh, and all the ſpies, - 

„ Command throughout, the nation. 


<« For,,.know,; from London's wicked town, 
To mat your bleſs d condition, 
A dreadful lot is on the road 
« Of TREASON and S EDITION!!! 
| All 
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« All from a wicked wight it comes, 
« Who gives in London Lectures, 

« And fills the heads of common folks 
« With ſtrange and new conjectures. 


He tells them, common folks are men, 
« And ſhould lite men be treated ; 
« Nor, like a ſwiniſh multitude, 
« By wealthy knaves be cheated. 


« He tells them, too, is very hard 
« On them and all their neighbors, 

cc That Lords, and Dukes, and Kings, ſhould eat 
« The profit of their labors: | 


&« Or that they ſhould be tax d and tax d 
« (Whith he to prove is willing) 

« Till for two-pennyworth of bread 
« They're forc'd to pay a ſhilling ! 


« Ye prieſts and lawyers, how your pride 
« Muſt ſoon come tumbling down 

cc Should e'er theſe new French principles 
« Arrive in Oakham town ! 


« Then haſte, my ſon; ariſe, with me 
« To Bregleſwade repair, 
« Ere yet my ſhadowy eſſence melt 
« Befote the morning air.” T ; 
He fad; and ſeiz d him in his arms, 
Nor fox an anſwer ſftopp*d; 
And Lawyer Combes, by Gilpin's ghoſt, 
At Bigghſwade was droppd. * | 
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The morning breaks, the coach arrives, 
The lawyer pricks his ears, 

Ranſacks the baſket, boot, and ſeats, 
en 


Then dd be rays and amps nad farth 
A ſpecial capias draw; 

And ſwear againſt his father's ghoſt 
"He'd bring a fuit at wy, 18 


While thus deſpairing, round he ſtar's, 
And fearch'd on every ide, 
Beneath an old dame's petticoats 


« Tis here, tis here; I have it faſt,” 
With eager joy he cried— |, 

« *T is here, dis here,” the echoing walls 
Of Biggie eſwade replied. | 


The promis'd prize, with 8 hand, 
He drew from its retreat; 
Then back return'd to Oakham town 
Upon a courſer fleet. 


>» 


And all the white as he did ride, 
He counted on the gains, 

Which Oatham's ſapient Gothamites 
Would give him for his pains. 


And to himſelf he thus did fayw- » 

„I'll next to court, I vow, - 

« And to the mighty Bully Pitt 
Will make my humble bow. 


ol 
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« Who knows but, when this feat-is told, 
« Great Pitt may deign to ſmile;  - 

+ And witha little frre 
* Reward my faithful toil. 

« Or, ſhould the Inquiſition went 
* Another helping hand. 

« Why ſhould not Compes' shumble name 
* With White's aſpire to ſtand ?” 


— 
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N OW to the Croton with one conſent 
All Oakham's heroes fly, 

Reſolv'd the Sign-poſt to defend, 
Or in the conflict die: 


7 „2 


For Fame, F 
Did tell the wond'rous tale 
Of Lawyer Combes and Gilpin' s ghoſt, 
All as the aſhes pple... 


Firſt, bluſtering Berry came, renown'd 
— PFor bolus, draught, and bliſter, 
And from ſedition vow'd to purge 
All Oakham with a clyſter. 


Next, Williams, trembling for his "_ 
His royal zeal diſplay d. 

He roſe; he flew; nor even ſtopp'd 
To kiſs his buxom maid. | 
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No more he pants to greenland ſhade 
And at his fav*rite Woodcock there 
To point his carnal gun 


That Woodcock as a partridge plump 
Tbo' fland'rous laymen clatter, 
What prieſt might not at ſuch a bird 
Permit his mouth to water ? 


But now at other game he flies, 
With loyal zeal fo warm, 
With maudling Haley by his fide, 
And flagelation Orme. * 


This goodly trinity of prieſts 
(Three perſans, one in mind!) 
Ran to the Crown, in pious hope 
A Mitre there to find. 


And there full many a loyal wight, 
With motives juſt as pure, 
They alſo met, refoly'd to make 


Says Williams, * In the book 'tis ſaid, 

As all divines agree, 

« The Swinifſh Multitude muſt crouch 
« Before the pow'rs that be. 


4 Theſe pow'rs that be, if right I read, 
+ © Are King, Lord, Placeman, Prieſt, 
4 Who by this rule are privileg d 
On others' toil to feaſt. | 
C « And 
e Har liger, of . A. Cate, Maybe 
of . ſci. D School y 
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And right-it is ; for, ſhould the herd 


« Have all their labour brings, 


They'd live as well as prieſts themſelves, 


« And grow as wile as kings. 


PY 


« Then Church and State, in wedlock join'd, 
“ Should awe the world no more; 


Nor crowns nor mitres longer ſwing 


At every ale-houſe door 


He ſpoke; with awe enn crowd 
Their oracle rever'd; 


And once, at leaſt, in all bit lie, Mi 


His congregation heard > 


For Baluam's lick was hung alot, 


As once in days of yore, | 
And open forc'd that mumbling mouth 
Which never.op'd before. 


And now, from-Biggleſwade aer 
Came lauer Cambes in haſte, 


And all before their haggard 3 


The fearful packet place d- 


_ *Tis op'd, with many a mutter d ſpell 


To bleſs the Crown ſrom harm, 


And keep them all (God ſpeed the pray'r !) 
From vile Sedition's charm: 


When/le l a feather d hero bounc'd; : 
A mangled ſight, to view, 
And ſtretch'd his headleſs neak and cried 
* Coc l cocl- a-· doodle - doo! _ I 
Ang 


* 
Py 


— 
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And Mill he en en Sapyid, N 
we tramblng joints and taggard looks, 
The council's fears reveal. | 


For thus prophetic fow'd the ſtrain 


That piercd each wond'ring ear, 
While prieſts o'er tythe-pigs, fees and dues, 
Bequeath'd the parting tear. 


Ah, well, ye ſervile crew, may ye 


My clarion ſhrill bewail, 
« Whoſe ſcream ill-omen'd but forebodes 
« A more diſaſtrous tale. | 


« My crowing ſpeaks the envious light 
That ſoon muſt clear the ſky; 

“ For kingeraft's;\prieficraft's night is paſt, 
« And Reaſen's dawn is nigh. 


« In me behold the fate to which 
« All tyranny muſt bow, | 

« And thoſe who've long oppreſs'd the poor 
« Shall be as I ani now.” 


He ſpoke they would have ſtopp'd his voice, 
And kept him cloſe canfin'd ; 


But ah! he ſcap'd their eee . 


As flits impaſſive wind. 


] And ſtill he {talks abroad, the fate 


Of tyrants to diſplazʒ 4: 
Nor can the Attorney Generals felf 
The headleſs ſpoctre lay —* > * 


OO» | 


— ew. 
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